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to untie from the dock and get away. We loved getting into steamer coats and sitting on deck bundled in rugs in the comfortable wicker chairs. The shore receded and for a brief time we forgot Washington.
If we sailed in the afternoon we always found tea prepared, with the cake, made of pecan nuts, of which I was specially fond. The chef was a master hand at pastry. This personage, an old Chinaman, had been on the boat a great many years and he loved to make things which were delicious but too rich for daily diet. So we often suggested a simple menu.
Even on a holiday work was carried along. The President's typewriter was never left behind, for it was more essential to him than any other piece of baggage. The faithful Brooks, the President's valet, and my maid always went down ahead of us. When we arrived everything was unpacked and in order. Even the "office" would be established.
We usually stayed on deck until we passed Mount Vernon, for we loved the formal tribute which was always paid to our first President. Officers and crew assembled on deck, two sailors holding the lines which control the flag at the prow of the boat. When abreast the tomb, the colours were dipped, and the bugler stepped from the line in which the band was formed and sounded "Taps", while the bell tolled solemnly. Everyone on board stood at salute, my husband removing his hat and holding it across his breast. Then "The Star-Spangled Banner" was played, and the gracious assurance of respect and remembrance was over.
We both liked studying the charts to see if we could find some tributary of the river to explore. After Mount Vernon was passed we usually went to speak to old Captain Luckett, who had been the pilot of the Mayflower ever since it had become the President's yacht, and who would have been heartbroken to have the boat sail without him. Then we would go to the chart-room where often Captain Berry would join us and we would try to find a new port.